let our luggage travel alone. If the luggage went along with
us we must hire two cars and the cost of hire would be
doubled. But presently the garage proprietor had an in-
spiration . . . would the forestieri hire his motor-coach e
True, it had seats for fifteen people, but the seats were
easily removable.
So we left Merano on a lovely morning in a turquoise-
blue charabanc of immense proportions; with John and I
and Evguenia and my dog, Mary Rose on the seat behind
the driver and mountains of luggage piled in the 'rumble*
. .. Verona was thrilled, Bologna was delirious and almost
mobbed us but Florence the cosmopolitan took us in her
stride and barely noticed our passing.
Yet another dog this time: Mary Rose, She was a
German, a little black and tan dwarf pinscher whom I
bought in a Paris shop because she looked so frightened.
She very soon stopped being frightened, however, and
began a career of frightening other people. She bit the vet
and she bit our cook, she attacked a nun and so many other
people that she broke my nerve and I gave her to an elderly
Italian countess, who admired her temper as evidence of
devotion.
It was during this visit to Florence that we decided to
make a home there, though at that time we had not con-
sidered parting with 'The Forecastle*. But I had loved
Florence since my earliest youth; John had grown to love
it almost as much as I did and she found its atmosphere
congenial to her work. Also the doctors were unanimous
in saying that the climate was sufficiently good for Evguenia
and we hoped that she might be persuaded to stay there.
Moreover we had stepped into a circle of Italian friends
who seemed to like us as much as we liked them. Partly
owing to the fact that John's books, having been well
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